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Summary: 


Today's the day they set out. Unsurprisingly, Tyrell needs a 
little help. 


Friends Like You 
Author's Note: 
Written for Fictober prompt "Bulky". 


"Sheesh." Karis had her arms folded across her chest and a 
scowl etched on her face. She tapped her foot, throwing 
another look in the direction of the ladder. "Garet is waiting 
for us. What's taking him so long?" 


Matthew responded with a shrug and an apologetic look. 
"He's still packing, | think. Not sure why that would be 
taking him so long though." 


Karis let out a long sigh. "He'd better not be packing 
everything he owns." Just then, she heard thumps coming 
from the ladder. A moment later, Tyrell emerged, heaving 
himself over with a loud grunt. Her eyes fell upon the bulky 
backpack and she groaned. "I knew it." 


"Huh? What?" Tyrell stood up, shifting the backpack. "I'm all 
done. Should we go?" 


"Er, Tyrell," said Matthew. "Just what have you got in that 
bag?" 


"Um. Clothes. Food. Stuff like that. | mean, we gotta take 
plenty of food, right? We won't be coming back here for a 
while." 


"Matthew," Karis said in a tired voice that clearly said 'I don't 
have the energy to deal with this dolt, please do something 
about it’. 


"Tyrell, give me that bag." Matthew held out his hand. Tyrell 
frowned, but did so anyway. "Jeez! What else did you put in 
here, bricks?" Gritting his teeth, he hauled it over to a corner 
of the room and began taking things out. 


"Hey, wait a minute, what are you doing?" Tyrell hurried over 
with a dismayed look. "You're taking all of the food out!" 


“There are shops and inns beyond Patcher's Place, you know. 
I'll let you keep a little but you're going to have a hard time 
carrying a bag this heavy. | could tell you were straining a 
bit. We've got to travel light. You'll be monster food carrying 
a bag this heavy." 


"Really?" Tyrell knelt down. "Huh, | suppose | didn't think 
about that. You're pretty smart, Matthew." 


"Yeah, | learned a bit of this from Dad, and it's really just 
basic common sense, you know?" Matthew took out the last 
of the food. "Okay, pick a couple of things from this pile. Just 
a couple, alright?" 


"| don't know what | would do without you." 


"Yeah, it's a good thing you've got us," Karis said. "If you 
went out all on your own, you'd probably be toast before you 
even went anywhere near Patcher's Place." She shook her 
head. "You're a real handful, Tyrell." 


"| guess | am, huh?" Tyrell smiled sheepishly. "Guess all | do 
is cause trouble for you guys. | really messed up yesterday." 


"Don't worry about it," said Matthew. "We'll go out and get 
another feather and come right back. I'm just sorry | wasn't 
able to stop you from jumping off that roof." 


"Believe me, | wish | hadn't now." Tyrell grimaced. "I should 
have just listened. | swear, I'll try my hardest not to make 
too much trouble for you guys anymore. You're such good 
friends. I'm really glad to have you guys." 


"Yeah. I'm glad too. You may be troublesome at times, but 
you're still my best friend, Tyrell," said Matthew. 


"We're not going anywhere, Tyrell." Karis put a hand on his 
shoulder. "But | really would appreciate it if you could make 
less trouble for us from now on, yeah?" 


Tyrell glanced up, taking in the sight of Karis's wry smile, 
then turned his gaze to Matthew, who was smiling as well. 
He swallowed. "Thank you. | Know | messed up. I'm glad you 
guys aren't mad at me." Taking a deep breath, he made his 
selection from the pile and closed up the bag. "Well then." 
Slinging the now much lighter bag onto his back, he stood 
and smiled. "Let's be off, yeah?" 


